I nodded, and she smiled.
"She works for the town, doesn't she?"
Technically, it was for the mayor. In seconds, I had gone from a white boy to hate to someone with magic in his fingers.
I had never drawn a black face before, except from a painting of John "You really wanna draw me?" she asked.
Her voice was different. All the nastiness was gone. She had the look of having worked up her courage to talk to someone who had just dropped out of outer space. What I would say next, I knew would make a fool of me. But I had always wanted to say it to a girl, and Shanice, suddenly, was the prettiest I had ever seen, even though she was black, and somehow because she was black.
"I know my own heart." To that, she gave me such a smug grin that I knew it couldn't pos sibly be true. It made me sad. I was hoping she was. We went through a dozen more wigs together. Brown, all done up in fury, thrusting a musket. All our lives he had been glaring at our house. We always figured he was enraged with our racist father. In a town famous for being where black freedom started, Dad was begging for it.
